
The Play of 

Where now you both a Father and a Sonne, 

Bv your vntimely clafpings with your Child, 

(Which plcafures fittes a husband , not a father) 

And Ihee an eater of her Mothers flefli, 

By the defiling of her Parents bed. 

And both like Serpents arc •, who though they feed 
On fweeted Flowers, yet they Poyfon breed. 

<ts4nttoch farewell, for Wifedomc fees thofe metff 
Blufh notin aftions blacker then the night. 

Will fhew no courfe to keepe them from the light : 
One finne( l know) another doth prouokc •, 

Murther’s as neere to Lud,as Flame to Smoakc : 
Poyfon and T reafon are the hands ofSinne, 

I, and the targets to put off the fhame, 

Then lead ray life be cropt.to keepe you cleare, 

By flight, He fihun the danger which I fearc. 

£ titer jfxticcbus. 

Ami. He hath found the meaning, 

For which wemeane tohauehishead : 

He mud not liue to trumpet foorth my infamie, 

Nor tell the world eAnttochus doth finne 
In fuch a loathed manner : 

And therefore indantly this Prince mud die, 

For by his fall,my honour mu d keepe hie. 

Who attends vs there? 

Enter Thaliard. 

T halt. Doth your highnes call ? 

Antio. Thahard, you areofour Chamber, Thaliard t 
And our minde pertakes her priuat aft ions* 

T o your fecrecie $ and for your fay thfulnes, 

We will aduaunce you, T kaltard : 

Behold, heere’s Poyfon,andheere's Gold : 

Wee hate the Prince of 7yre, and thou mud kill him; 
It fittes thee not to aske the reafon why ? 

Becaufe we bid it : fay, is it done ? 

T halt. My Lord, tis done. 


Sxk. 
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verifies Prince cfTyre*. 

Enter a Meff enter. 

Anti, Enough. Letyour breath cooie your fdfe,tdling 
your hade. 

Mef, My Lord,Prince Peric/esit fled. 

Amin. As thou wilt huc^ie after , and like an arrow fhot 
from a well experienfl Archer hits the marke his eye doth 
ieuell at :fo thou ueucrreturnevnleilc thou fay Prince Pr- 
ricles is deaS- 

Thai, My Lord, if I can get him within my Piflols 
length. He make him furc enough , fo farewell to your 
hignneffe* 

TheUtardtA\cu,X\\\Pericles be dead, 

My heart can lend no fuccour to nay head* 

Enter Pericles with hts Lords. 

P<?.Letnoncdidurbvs,why fhold this chage of thought^ 

. The fad companion dull eyde melancholic, 

By me fbvfdea guefl. as notan houre 

In the dayes glorious walke or peacefull night, 

(The rombe where grtefe douldflcepe can breed me quiet. 
Here plcafurescoiirtminceics,andmincciesfliun them, 
And da Unger which I feardc is at Antioch , 

Whofe arme fccmesfatTc too fhort to hit me here. 

Yet neither plcafures Art can ioy my fpirits, 

Noryetthe others di dance comfort me. 

Then it is thus, the paffions of the mind, 

That hauc their fird conception by mifdread, 

Kaue after nqurilhitientand life, by care 
And what was fird but feare, what might be done, 

Growes elder now, and cares it be not done. 

Audio with me the great dntiocbvs, 

Gaiod whom I am too little to contend. 

Since nee's fo great.can make his will hisacd, 

Will thinkc me fpeaking, though I fweare to filence, 

Nor Bootes it me to fay, 1 honour, 

If Iw fufpea I maydifhonour him. 
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